532                    THE STORY OF MY LIFE                    [1859
Towards the middle of the day, I sometimes have an indication that he has no one to walk with him, and would wish me to go, and he likes me to be in the way then, in case I am wanted, but I am never to expect to be talked to during the walk. If not required, I amuse myself, or go on with my own work, and indeed I seldom see Arthur till the evening, when, if any one dines for whom he thinks it worth while to come out of himself, he is very pleasant, and sometimes very entertaining."
My mother spent a great part of the spring of 1859 at Clifton, whither I went to visit her, afterwards making a tourette by myself to Salisbury, Southampton,, Beaulieu, and Winchester.
"Salisbury, April 12, 1589. At 8J I was out on bleak Salisbury Plain, where, as the driver of my gig observed, 6 it is a whole coat colder than in the valley.' What an immense desert it is! The day, so intensely grey, with great black clouds sweeping across the sky, was quite in character with the long lines of desolate country. At last we turned off the road over the turf, and in the distance rose the gigantic temple, with the sun shining through the apertures in the stones. It was most majestic and impressive, not a creature in sight, except a quantity of rabbits scampering about, and a distant shepherd."
The latter part of June 1859 I spent most happily in a pony-carriage tour in Buckinghamshire and Berkshire with my friend George Sheffield, who had just past his examination at the Foreign Office. It was on this occasion that, as we were driving under a park wall in Buckinghamshire, I said to George, " Inside that park is a very fine old house, and inside the house is a very fine old sundial. Wehook to pieces, for instance, ImcaiiHc ho w too impatient to cut it open (though I now do a good doal in thin way). Meantime, an (Joetho nays, 4 it in the errors of men that make them amiable/ and I Iwliovo ho is all tine better loved for his peculiarities.
